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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES 

They say that dead men tell no tales! 

Except of barges with red sails 
And sailors mad for nightingales ; 

Except of jongleurs stretched at ease 
Beside old highways through the trees; 

Except of dying moons that break 
The hearts of lads who lie awake; 

Except of fortresses in shade, 

And heroes crumbled and betrayed. 

But dead men tell no tales, they say! 

Except old tales that burn away 
The stifling tapestries of day: 

Old tales of life, of love and hate, 
Of time and space, and will, and fate. 



A BOOK ON ECONOMICS 

Between long rows of figures lurk 
Pictures of little boys at work. 

And how poor women fade away 
Page after page the margins say. 
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And in a note once in a while 
I see death freeze a baby's smile. 

THE CAUSE OF THIS I KNOW NOT 

The cause of this I know not, 
Whither they went, nor why; 

But I still remember the laughter 
And the bright eyes flashing by — 

The day the girls were kissing 
The boys who had to die. 

I search in vain for the reason — 

What does a poet know? — 
Only that youth is lovely, 

Only that youth must go; 
And hearts are made to be broken, 

And love is always woe. 

SONG 

Poppies paramour the girls, 

Lilies put the boys to bed — 
Death not other is than this 

After everything is said. 

They are safe, and shall not fade, 

After everything is done, 
Past the solace of the shade 

Or the rescue of the sun. 
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